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the scene so besuti-
ful and new to me, that I could not resist
the temptaiion togo out and enjoy it to the

gi

until & lull in the storm and a
of sunshine seemed to promise
ot fine weather, and then arming
with & waterproof and a psir of
, 1 went out alone.
wind was strong, but deliciously
d keen, and brought s warm glow
ace and & sense ot exhilaration that
s delight to battle with the
gurts which, at times obliged me to
and gasp lsughingly for breath.

In my keen enjoyment, I took but little
natice of how the time was passing, or
what direction I was taking, but walked on
and on until I found myself on the top of a
high steep craig, and on looking around
me, was surprised to find that Ardnavach
must be very far away, for my most famil-
iar landmarks were out of sight.

I thought little about it, however, and,
my rocky pinnacle sffording a wide and
glorious view of the fosming, tossing sea,
with its many tinted 1slands, I sat down to
rest, and feast my eyes with the prospect

The noise of wind and wave was in my
ears, deadening every other sound so that
I beard no steps approaching, and started
s little when a short, delighted bark close
at my side told that my oid friend Collie
was there, and bis master appeared at the
same moment.

‘A could mot qnite believe that it was
you, Miss Freers,’ he ssid, after the firat
greeting, ‘tbough Collie was convinced of
it; but itisa long way from Ardnavach,
and the day is stormy.’

‘But the storms are so beautiful,’ 1 an-
swered. ‘The lights snd colors on the hills
and islands are so exquisite. I could not
help coming out to feel 1t all nearer.’

an Macquoio’s grave face relaxed, and
he smiled with sudden brightness and sym-
patby.
‘Ab,’ he s8id, ‘you have founde out one
of the greatest beautics of our country,but
one that not every young lady coming from
the life ot London drawing rooms would
appreciate.’

*Such a life as you speak of should make
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‘Do you see that, Miss Freers P he
acked quickly.

And | tarned, to see, with surprise, the
heavy bsnk of dark, unbroken, inky-look-
ing cloud that had gathered in the ‘short
time [ bad been resting.

‘There is a bad storm coming,’ said Ian
Macquoid, ‘and you must go home at once
or it will overtake you; and it will be dark
80 soon that you must walk as quickly as
you can, unless’—be hesitated 8 moment
—*unlers you will let me go with you.’

‘It is very good of you,’ I said grateful
ly, ‘but there really is no neocessity. I can
find the way quite well, and, it the squall
overtakes me, I shall most likely be able
to shelter until it bas passed ’

*‘No, you must not do that,’ he said. This
will not be a squall, and will not pass over
as the others have done today. [ believe
that we shell bhave snow—we often have
sudden snowstorme quite esrly here—and
you must h home before it comes.
Are ly"t’m sure that you know the nearest

way

*“I did not take special notice of the
way I came,” 1 answered ; “but, lPer-
baps the simplest plan would ve to follow,
roughly, the coast-line P”
“Noj; that is too tar, and would take
you too long,” ba ssid. I will show you
a more direct way, that will save you balf
an_hours’ walk.”
He climbed upon the highest point of
the rocks where we stood, and helped me
to get up beside him, while he pointed out
carefully the route I was to take.
Then, with one more irjunction to walk
quickly and not be tempted to take shelter
on the road, he shook my hand hastily,
aud I started quickly on my walk home.

Presently I began to fear that I must
have miu-{en the way after all, though it
had seemed so0 plain.

I was jost beginning to wish that 1 had
accepted lan Macquoid’s offer to show me,
when his prophecy was verified, and the
first snowflakes fell.

Soon I felt convinced that I had mis-
taken tbe road, and, after stopping to
consider, [ deciaed to take a course bear-
ing more to the right, since it seemed to
me that Ardnavach must lie  in that direc-
tion.

flowevler, lfter) halt an hour of quick

them sppreciate “this doubly,’ I replied.
‘For myself, I would rather spend a life-
time of storm bere, and one ot sunshine in
Londor.’

*I can understand that,’ eaid Ian Mac-
quoid, as be threw bimsell down on the
rocks, and Collie stretcbed himself delight-
edly between us. ‘Though,’ he went on,
thoughtfully, ‘there is a great deal that is
grand and beautiful, and many things to
interest one, in London.’

*You know i. well P’ I said enquiringly.

*Yes,'he snewered. ‘I hpve been there
often wher—vears sgo, and bhad good
friends there, but—"'

‘But you do not care to go there again P’
I questioned.

‘I bave no money to go to London, or
anywhere,’ he esid, simply. ‘My travels
now are all done in spirit with my books.’

There was silence for a moment, while I
summoned courage to sasy what had all
along been in my mind.

‘Iam glad that I saw you to-dsy,’ I be-
gen, awkwardly, ‘because I wanted to ex-
plain what you must have thought so very
strange the other pight. I did not know
then—I bad never been told—that Ardna-

vach belonged to Sir Robert Crawford, and
T the

that he had lent it to my mother ; and I, of
courae, supposed that she bad rented it.’
‘I thought it most likely that there was
some such mistake,’ said Jan Macquoid,
quietly, without looking at me. ‘I suppose
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to be no nearer than
betore, and, to my horror, I found that it
was rapidly growing dark; while I could
not discover even one familiar land mark
1 all the country round to guide me.

I walked on, besitating and searching
anxiously through the gloom on every side
for something to remind me of my where-
abouts, but found nothivg, and the snow
came down so thick and 1ast as almost to
blind me.

The ground I was on was rough and
racky, and I stumbled several times, and
at last, stepping into what must have been
a rather deep hollow filled with snow, I
fell forward, and strnck my bead against
the rock.

I got up quickly, and tried to go on,
but the paip in my temple was so acute
that my head reeled, and I tound itim-
possible to walk.

I must sit down, if only for one moment,
to rest and still its throboing.

L] - L] - L]

Where was 1P

My eyes opened slowly, and stared
dazedly around, buc could make notking
of the dim, shadowy outlines that mes

m. ;
1 trled to raise my head, but it ached
badly, aud a vague sense of warmth and
eafety and content, made me lay it down
3nd close my eyes agein in dreamy aban-
on.
Something wss stirring close to me—
something that throbbed with strong,
steady, uncessing beats, and gradually
borne in on me a consciousness ot move-
ment, of quick but gentle motion, that 1
could not understand ; and what was that
strong, close clasp that held me, and in-
spired that sense of safety and repose P
1 put out my hand, gropingly, and it en-
countered another hand, larger, warmer,
but harder than itself.
A smothered cry of wondering enquiry
escaped my lips, and the voice ot Ian
Mnc;uoid roused me to full consciousness.
‘“You are better at last,” he said.
““Thank Heaven for that !’
“Iam quite well now,” I answered,
“‘and I can walk if you will let me try,”
He put me gently on the ground, and
held my arm I tried to walk ¢ tew
steps, but my nmbs were so stiff and pain-
ful, and my head so dazed, that I was
obliged to submit belplessly when he
sssured me it was impossible, and [ must
not waste time in the attempt.
1t was still sno thickly as he strode
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bave been when you found me P’

“You were about two miles from hbere,
and five from your home.’

*And you have had to me all this
long way P I went on. penitently, .

‘Two miles is. not far to me,’ he said,
quietly, and I could find ne words ot
toanks, so there was silence for a time.

A sudden bark of delight from Collie,
who ran on in front of us, told us that we
bad arrived at the cottage, and, s moment
Iater, Ian Macquord set me gently down at
the door.

The ntﬁe was in complete darkness,
and & chill of dissppointment struck me.

He knocked at the door, but no one
 Them bo callad londly, & )

L oudly, but got no Y
and went add tapped llnrply‘ot thomvpin-

[t
dow ot the room he knew that Mary alept | and

in, but still no one appeared.
l”‘Mu'y capnot be at home,” he ssid, at

t.
‘I sm afraid she will have gone to nurse
a sick neighbor, or something ot the kind.’

My heart ;savk, but I tried to put s
brave face on the matter, in spite of my
frozen limbs and chattericg teeth.

‘Never mind,’ I said, as cheerfully as I
could ; ‘I daresay I can walk now, and I
t'hul.er try to go bome it you will take me

0.

‘No, I will not tske you any further in
this snow to-night,’ he said. ~ ‘You must
g0 to a fire at once; old Mary wounld be
only too glad to receive you were she here
and she will readly forgive me for dispen-
linihonpiuliw in her absence.’

‘But it the door is fastened P’ I objected.

“That is not likely,’ he said ; ‘it would be
the first time, indeed.’

He tried the latch as he spoke, and as he
bad expected it yielded at once, and he
pushed tbe door open.

The cottage was guite dark inside, but
Ian Macquoid produced matches and lit &
remnant ot candle which he found, then
drew up an old wooden armchair aud seat-
ed me 1n it.

He seemed to be quite familiar with the
ways of his foster-mothers home and quickly
produced & bundle of wood and blocks of
geat, with which he made & cheery, blazing

re.

A further search discovered a jug of milk
and a small wron porridge pot, which he
proceeded to put on the fire, and soon pro-
duced a cup ot steaming milk, which he in-
sisted on my drinking.

*You must be caretul to keep a good fire
while I am out,’ he said, as I handed
back the cup, very much refreshed.

‘But,’ I said, a little surprised, ‘must you
g0 bome now P It is still snowing heavily.’

‘I am not going home,’ he answered,
‘though the snow is nothing to me, and—
yes, 1 must go out ; but Collie shall stay to
take care of you. You will be quite safe
with him, and Mary will, perbaps, be com-
ing home betore long, so try to rest now
and get thoroughly warm.’

The door closed after him, and s great
loneliness crept over me as 1 listeged to the
storm that raged outside, and remembered
that there was no other habitation within
miles ot me, until Collie thrust his soft head
info my lap, as if to reproach me with bav-
ing forgotten him.

The day was dawning grey and ehill
when a gentle knocking woke me, tor I had
been sleeping in my chair betore the fire,
and Collie’s delighted bark announced that
his mascer had returned.

I opened the door, and Isn Macquoid
came in, after shaking some of the moisture
from his dripiing clothes.

The snow had ceased falling, and was
rapidly dieappearing from the sodden
ground.
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Couldn’t sleep at night
with the torture.

Eczema, or Salt Rheum as it s
often called, is one of the most
agonizing of skin diseases, nothing
but torture during the day and two-
fold torture at night.

But there’s'a remedy permanently
cures the worst kind of Eczema—
relieves the itching, burning and

smarting and soon leaves the skin

smooth and healthy.
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tried it and here is what she says:
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fact that its virtue and excellence have won the public favor to a
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‘8o has not come back P’ he asked
‘I was that.she would be here befora
me. You bave had a very unpleasant
night, Lam afraid.’
‘No, indeed,’ I said. ‘I have rested well,
feel so much better, that I am quite
ready to go bome.’
*Yon cannot go without eating somethin,
first, and your brother is coming to fe
you at nine o’clock.’
‘Kyh brl«:’thar
‘I should, perbaps, have said your half-
b Dt .

‘You haveseen him, then P I' exclaim-
ed, full of wonder.

*Yes, I saw him.’
. Then I understood, and with s sudden
impulse, went up to him and grasped bis

‘I know now,’ I ssid, gently. ‘You
went out on erpon, to Ardnavach, to
tell them, and I was #0 stupid that I did
not &uu in time to prevent you !’

‘Why should you wish to prevent it P’
‘he asked, very gently, his hand closing
over mine with a strong firm clasp.

*Becaus° you had done so much slready,
and they did not deserve it ot you I' [ ex-
clsimed with & sudden dire misgiviog as
to the manner in which his kindness had
been received.

‘You did,’ he answered, very low. !

‘1 don’t know that,’ I said, *but I do
know that you have been kinder to me
than anyone since poor dad died, snd ‘I
have no words to thank you *

*You have done so, more than you know
already.” he said ; ‘and it will be greater
gratitude tban I bave merited if you will
think a little kindly sometimes of the last
Macquoid of Currachmore.’

I glanced up quickly, with a wondering
qtiestion on my lips, and his face looked

rey and set in the dim half-light, but he
ﬁroppsd my hand, and turned away
abruptly, just as ths door was opened, and
Mary Faa came in.

Her look of balf-scared astonisnment at
the sigbt of us caused us to laugb, and the
situation was quickly explained to her.

She had, as we had guessed, gone on a
cheritable errand to a sick neighbor, and
had stayed the night.

It seemed very soon after this that Dick
arrived to take me home, and' his face
bore an expression that said plainly to me,
,You'll catch it,’ but I only smiled back at
him serenely, feeling for some mysteriouns
reason, that the scoldiog and reproaches
inevitably awaited me did not matter so
very much after sll.

ur stay was rapidly coming to an end,
and, as the weather had quite ‘broken up,’
and storms and squalls were dnlﬁ ocour-
rences, my step-mother and Isabelle both
-declared that the day of departure would
be very welcome, and that nothing on
earth should induce jham to spend amother
week in this dull and dreary place,

My last dsy at Mull I reserved for pay-
ing a farewell visit to Mary Faa.

*You will surely be coming back Miss
Agatha P’ she said, w.mvléy. when I unwil-
lingly pre to go. ‘Your folk will be
taking holiday every year, and where bet-
ter could they spend 1t than here at Mull P’

“Yes we shall surely ozlu again,’ 1 ans.
wered, hopefully, for I could mot besr
even, to myselt, to' admit that it was not

‘Come soon, my bairn,’ said Mary, softly
stroking my hand ¢s I 'stood betore her;
and do not forget that are those at
Mull that will watch for your coming.”

‘Mary,’ I said, suddenly, sfter & mom-
ents thought, *'there is something I wan:
to ask you. Why is it that Ian Macquoid
calls himself the last Macquoid ot Currach-
more

A shade of passed over the, brown

:Did be say that to you, , Miss Agaths P’

1 nodded, {0

‘And did bhe say no more P’ yhe asked
sottly. ]

‘No more,’ I ssid. *And if it is snything
25( be 'vould rather not speak of, do not

me.
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there will be some way of im; ings
b e 87 o improiog thing
—he-mmrry & rich woman P

Moary o her head

*The will will not be found,’
decidedly, ‘and the wife he would have is
not rich, and, if she were, my bairn would

sy Agatha, but you will

nrel’v bave guessed it without my"teﬂing
you

‘How counld I guess it P I gsked. ‘I
innlpohnnry'htﬂowithhim.m all.

am |

*You have s heart, dearie, and will
think kindly of him sometimes P said Mary
with 8 very wisttul look up in my face,
‘and if ever the chauce should come, you
would be kind to my bairn P’ -
‘It I ever have the power to help him, I
will gladly do it, but I am atraid it is mot
hhe‘lé.’ I answered.

‘We cannot tell—we cannot tell I' said
Maory, little dreaming of the power her
words would have.

CHAPTER IV.

A thick, murky November tog h
beavy in the raw, cold air, hiding the “t:ﬁ
old houses opgodte and the bare, strag-
%li:g trees ot Preston Square, and making
the -thought of bright, sunny, sea-girt
Mull a bitter sweet rememberance to me
as I sat curled up on the hearthrug in the
dingy drawiog-room, before the cheery
fire which had been lit in deference to the
exlnemd v‘illitor. i ol :

was alone with my , for my

stepmother and Isabelle, atter s long and
unnecessary dissertation on the weeful
state of our finauce, and many injunctions
to prove my gratitude to them and my
good sense generally, and accept at once
toe flattering and, ss they hinted, quite
unmerited offer about to be renewed to me,
bad gone out, and left me to receive snd
entertain Sir Robert Crawlord alene.
All their persuasions had been unable to
make me promise that my answer to him
should be the one they wished, for I did
not choose to confide in them the fact that
my consent must depend entirely on Sir
Robert’s acceptance of the condition I had.
resolved to exact.

Now, as the time drew nesr to put m
plan into execution niy courage almost ui{
ed me, and doubts—which had been scarce-
ly d(m_bu before—grew stronger and more
assertive.

What if I should be wrong after all, and
all my suspicions unjust.

My face flushed hot and crimson at the
thought and for s moment I almost resolved
that ng snswer must be an uncompromis-
ing ‘No’ after all. A sense of relief and
freedom came with the mers s tion,
but the thought of Currachmore, and ot
the happin:ssot two loving hearts that:
perhaps depended upon me, drove 1t back
ly, and once more I tried to brace
myself for an interview that, I knew would
require all n(v courage.

1 got up from the rug, and was pacing
up and down the room in a fever of ex-
Eeomion and dread, when Sir Robert

::md l'“ announced and came for.
ward esgerly to greet me.
He was s slight man of medium height,
and pale rather weak looking face, with

:| no touch of resemblance to his Soottish

cousin, indeed mo greater contrast could
be imagined than these two men, sons of
sisters though they were, and & feeling
of dislike began to iake the place in my
beart ot whst had hitherte been only pas-
sive indifferece tor the man betore me.

‘Ihad not seen Sir Robert since our re-

the less y we meet the better ¥
was disposed toward him.

A slight ! ot nervousness in his
manner to put me & little more at

take & chair
, I took

“It is very nice to know that your st
home aguin,’ began Bir R /bert, swkwardly.
*I hope you are pleased to come back as
(Cowmuusp ox Freresxrx Paes.)
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turn from Mull, for I think he knew thst
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